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Life in the Wilds. By Miss Martineau, Charles Fox, Paternoster 
Row. 1832. 


TO THE TATLER. 


Sir,—I have been much pleased with a little work by Miss Mar- 
tineau, entitled ‘ Life in the Wilds.’ The first in the series, which 
may be entitled ‘ Political Economy made easy to the meanest 
capacity.’ It is exceedingly well written, and even setting aside its 
utility, may, as an entertaining tale, far outvie many that are written 
with the express object of entertainment. The subject is a colony 
in Southern Africa, which, by an incursion of the Bushmen, or wild 
people, had been stripped of everything except the clothes the peo- 
ple wore, and provisions for a single day. The characters of the 
inhabitants, who filled various situations in the colony, are well 





painted. Chapter the first is headed, ‘ What have they left us ” 
Chapter the second, ‘ What is wealth ?? Chapter the third, ‘ Earn 
your bread before you eat it!’ Chapter the fourth, ‘ Hand-work 
and head-work.’? Chapter the fifth, ‘ Heart-work!’ and the sub- 
ject of it, together with the affecting language in which it is told, 
calling forth the better sympathies of our nature, may put to shame 
all the disgusting details of sickly sentimentality, wherewith our 
novels and romances abound usque ad nauseam. 

One of the characters, a person named Arnall, has been the shop- 
keeper or merchant of the colony, and by the comparative ‘ gentility’ 
of his occupation, has been puffed up with a notion of his superior 
importance, till the good disposition he naturally possessed has 
been hardened into the supercilious insolence common to the majo- 
rity of those persons, even of more civilized communities, who, by 
the agency of money as a means of power, have lost sight of the 
fact, that industry alone is real wealth, and that they are dependent 
for all the comforts they enjoy on those of their fellow-creatures, 
who, either with their hands or heads, labour for the joint benefit 
ofall. Another of the party is a boy named George, whose youth- 
ful mind is animated with the desire of contributing, as far as pos- 
sible, to the welfare of all around him, se/f being the last person of 
whom he thinks. Arnall, by the contempt to which he finds his 
uselessness exposes him, after the party is reduced to a primitive 
state, is urged to exert himself for the common advantage, in order 
to regain his consideration in the society, and by his power of 
invention, accomplishes it. In the course of the narrative, George 
and he set forth to collect ostrich eggs, when George is bitten by a 
horned snake, which subsequently causes his death. The good 
feelings of Arnall are dragged from their reserve of pride by the 
misfortune of his companion, and it must be a hardened being, who 
cannot feel his heart beat quick and his eye glisten, at the affecting 
way in which Miss Martineau has drawn some of the finest and 
most ennobling emotions which help to form the attributes of the 
human race ; emotions which all possess, ere they are harrowed and 
destroyed by the selfishness engendered from bad training, or the 


pressure of misery, produced by the crushing and hardening influ- 
ence of poverty. Let the extract plead its own cause :— 

« « T have been bitten by a horned snake,” said George; “ I did 
not see him till I was close upon him, so that I could not get away; 
so I tried to kill him as the natives do, but he struggled hard and 
slipped his neck from under my foot, and before I could get him 
down again, he bit me in the calf of my leg. I did kill him at last, 
and yonder he lies: but do you know, Mr Arnall, I think he has 
killed me too !” 

‘ Arnall was too much grieved to speak. He examined the 
wound, and tried to ease the swollen limb by cutting off the trowser 
which confined it. He gathered some leaves of a particular plant, 
and bruised them, and applied them to the part, as he had seen the 
natives do on such an occasion, and then told George that he would 
carry him home as fast as possible. 

« « Can you carry me three miles?” said George; “I do not feel 
as if I could help myself at all, but I will try. I should like to see 
father and mother again !” 

‘“ They shall come to you if we cannot reach home,” said 
Arnall ; “ but let us try without losing more time. I want that Hill! 
should see your leg.” ' 

‘“ There would be little use in that,” said poor George faintly, 
as on trying to sit up he felt sick and dizzy. 

«« Put your arm round my neck, and I will lift you up,’ said 
Arnall: but George did not move. His companion put the arm 
over his shoulder, but it fell again. George seemed insensible.— 
Arnall made one more trial. 

* « Will you not make an effort to see your mother ?” ! 

* George opened his eyes, raised himself, and made a sort of 
spring upon his companion’s shoulder, and then laid his head down, 
clinging with all his remaining strength. Arnall used all the speed 
he could with so heavy a burden, and was comforted by finding that 
either the air or the motion appeared to rouse his poor patient, who 
appeared better able to keep his hold, and even spoke from time to 
time. 

* Mr Arnall?” said he. 

* « Well, George.” 

‘* There is a thing I want to tell you about making arrows. 
Bring me a reed when you put me down, and I will shew you how 
the natives barb them. I meant to have made the first myself, but 
as I can’t, I will teach you.” 

‘“ Thank you; but do not tire yourself with talking.” 

‘ After awhile, however, George began again— 

*“ Do you know, Mr Arnall, I think, when the crops are got in, 
and the houses built, and some cattle in the fields again, you will 
have the Bushmen down upon you some night.” 

« “ Well, we have sent for arms and powder from Cape Town.”’ 

‘“T know: but they will be of no use if everybody is asleep. | 
want to ask to be a watchman, with as many as would join me, and 
to take it in turn three or four every night. I wish you would sce 
it done, and have all the boys taught to fire a gun.” 

‘ Arnall promised, and again urged him to be silent. 

**T will, when I have said one other thing about my mother. | 
wish you would tell her # 

‘Here his head dropped on Arnall’s shoulder, and presently, 
being unable to hold on any longer, he fell gently on the grass, and 
his companion saw with grief, that it was impossible to move him 
any further. 

‘The dogs will stay and take care of you George,” said he, 
“while I run for your parents, and Hill. I will be back the first 
moment Ican. Here, I will put the sack under your head for a 
pillow. In less than an hour you will see us. God bless you!” 

‘* Stay one moment,” said George. “ Tell little Mary the whistle 
[ promised to make her is just finished, and it is in the hollow of the 
chesnut tree,—call it my cupboard and she will know.” 

** All this will do when I come back,” said Arnall, who was im- 








patient to be gone. He wiped the boy’s moist forehead and kissed 
it. George pressed his hand and whispered, 

















270 





THE TATILER. 





*“ Let me say one thing more, only this one. If my father had 
seen you do that, he would never call you proud again; and if you 
would only play with Mary Stone sometimes, and speak a little 
kinder to Dame Fulton, you can’t think what a difference it would 
make. Do, for my sake. I want them to know how kind you are, 
and I do not think I shall live totellthem. You are not crying 
for me surely.—No; ’tis for mother. God bless you for those 
tears, then! Good bye, Mr Arnall.” 


* Arnall looked back once or twice and then George feebly 
waved his hand. 


‘ As many as were near enough to hear the sad news Arnall brought 
to the settlement, followed with those he came to seek. They 
made all speed; but the whining of the dogs as soon as they ap- 
proached, made them fear that they were too late. It was indeed 
so, though at the first moment it seemed doubtful whether George 
was not asleep. One arm was about the neck of his favourite Rover. 
The other hand was over his eyes, as if the light had been too much 
for him. He did not move when the dog was released. He never 


moved again.’ 

Moore, in his story of the Peri making offerings at the gate of 
Paradise, gives several examples of kindly human feeling; and Hogg 
in his simple ballad of ‘ Earl Walter’ has two lines which strike 
upon human affections, where the father speaks to his son :— 

‘ Give me thy hand, my gallant boy ! 
I knew thee not till now.’ 
But in Moore, we feel that it is only a painted image; and though 
‘Earl Walter’ bears more of the touches of humanity, the heart 


cannot truly sympathise with the approbation which is bestowed for 
the shedding of human blood, even though 


‘ When brave Earl Walter saw he grew 
So pale, and lay so low ; 
Away his brace of swords he threw, 
And cheered his fainting foe.’ 


All these things fall into the shade before the picture of Arnall and 
George. In the former, we sec the warm feelings of the heart long 
buried beneath the factitious customs of sordid trade bursting forth in 
a mighty and irresistible tide, to vindicate the cause of abused nature 
and repressed humanity. Ere this scene'takes place, we hate the man 
for a vicious and worthless human being. Ere it ends, we are ready 
to meet him with the warm grasp of approving friendship. And 
George, the infant hero, more worthy of approbation and affection 
than all the traders in bloodshed to whom the title has been pros- 
tituted. In health, the ardent servitor of his kindred and compa- 


nions, the labourer and contriver for the old, and the kindly play- | 


fellow of the young. Gifted with courage and presence of mind, 
when suddenly attacked by the snake he fearlessly attempts to 
destroy it, with ‘ready wit,’ as he has seen the natives doit; and 
when bitten, knowing that is a mortal wound, he does not neglect 
what he conceives to be his duty, but succeeds in destroying the 


reptile. Conscious that death is stealing upon him he betrays no 


his beneficent plans for the benefit of his fellow creatures ; not even | 


the infant child he has been accustomed to play with, is forgotten 
in the detail ;—he has kept his promise to her, and her toy is in 
readiness. His last regret is, that he cannot live to make known 
the real kindness of Arnall’s character, which he has been the first 
to discover, and he dies with one arm round the neck of the animal, 
which he had been linked to by the feelings of universal love, which 
are ever found to reside in all truly noble minds. As we read the 
affecting tale, we feel that if it is not real, every particle of it might 
have been so. 
the scene, longing to possess the ‘ whistle’ as a record of the poor 


In 
closing this little book I cannot help expressing the wish that six of 


boy, so rich in all the feelings which serve to adorn humanity. 


the pence of its cost price were subtracted from the eighteen, in 
order to give it a still more extensive circulation, and thus increase 


its efficiency. I remain, Sir, 


Yours very truly, 


March 14, 1832. Junius Repiyivus. 


We forget the fiction, and identify ourselves with | 





MARGARET; OR THE DAUGHTER’S TRIAL. 


LETTER Ix. 
Kingston Hotel, Calais, 1814. 

Dear Emtty,—Our journey hither was a pleasant ride of four 
hours in an English stage coach. Lady Macmorris wished us to 
post it, for gentility’s sake, but in matters of expence Walter 
Campbell is firm; he declares that he is too poor to run in debt; 
that independence is almost his only fortune, which he cannot 
afford to lose. ‘ As many obligations as you like, my dear lady, 
among friends, and from those we respect and love, but never toa 
paltry huckster will I owe forbearance and liberty.’>—‘ With such 
notions, cousin Walter, you are not fit to live in this world.’—* On 
the contrary,’ he answered,‘ if I can confine my expenditure within 
my income, I may roam at large, more especially in England, where 
if a man manage not to run in debt, he may be of what opinion he 
likes, a Turk and keep a harem, or an infidel and bow neither before 
God nor Devil.’—‘ Farewell, Margaret,’ said her ladyship, ‘I wish 
you did not hear such uncouth opinions so frequently ; no wonder, 
poor child, you are not like other young ladies.’ She kissed me 
affectionately, and I am truly indebted for her goodwill, but I do 
not lament with her that I am strengthened by the wholesome 
counsels of my uncle, which, if uncouth, is unfortunate for the world; 
as to me they seem sound wisdom, well worthy universal adoption, 
and if springing from pride, of the right kind. 

I did not sleep well last night, and was tormented every quarter 
of an hour with the carillon jingling gentille Annette in the most 
cracked and gasping tone imaginable. As I have heard some poor 
| old dame think to hush a babe asleep, whereas at the wailing sound 
the child generally looks up pitifully, and joins in the lament. 
N.B. Always sing babies to sleep with cheerful airs. 

The cathedral here is handsomer than the one at Boulogne; so 
is the Pldce where the Hotel de Ville is situated; in every other 
respect Calais is much inferior, more especially the environs, which 
are villanous ; whereas those of Boulogne, seen from the ramparts 
of the Haute Ville, are like a pretty panorama of orchard, garden, 
and corn field, with the ocean and Basse Vil’e gleaming in the 
midst. What an odd custom exists in the French cathedrals of 
having a Swiss verger, half military, half Merry Andrew,—red 
stockings, with silver garters, a fierce cocked hat, huge bandelier, 
and silver pike. A pastoral habit would be more appropriate, I 
should think, in the temple of ‘ the good shepherd.’ 

This morning I was much amused by a theological dispute between 
a French lady and an English Protestant damsel, who is come over 
here to finish her education in French, dancing, &c. &c. and which 
I set down verbatim. The host was being carried through the 
| streets, and as is usual with devout Catholics, the lady went on her 
| knees; but her devotion could not have been purely ethereal, as 











| she presently rose and chid the younger one for not having followed 
| her example. Miss pleaded that it was not the custom in her 

country :—‘* But, my God! Louise,’ exclaimed the lady, ‘ you are 
/not an infidel and an atheist!’—‘ In England we never bow 
| before images,’ was the retort, in rather a contemptuous tone.— 
| © But, my God! are you not a Christian, and is it not the same 
| God whether in France or England?’—‘ No, not the same ; we do 


: a ei ; | not believe as you do.’—‘ But, my God! what does that signify ; 
terror, but employs his last moments in thinking over, and recording, | 


' it is not graceful to be so obstinate about trifles.—‘ But we never 
| do it in England, was the dogged reply—* Dear Louise, it is so 
| pretty to be gentle and complaisant ; and, my God! as you are not 
an atheist, what can it signify ?’—* I am not an atheist,’ said the 
young lady angrily, ‘ I was brought up in the church of England.’ 
—‘ My God! what does that signify ? it is the same thing ; but dear 
| Louise, do not be vexed, a young lady should never look angry, it 
s so viluing, it renders one quite ugly, et vous etes si julidma Reliotte, 
si blonde mon ange, pardon, mon ceur, que j 
cette sutte dispute.’ 


e vous ai derangé avet 
She kissed her fair angel, and by degrees the 
clouds disappeared from her sulky face. If this be a specimen of 
the logical demonstrations the young lady will receive, no wonder 
| if she returns to her doating parents, a miracle of reason andjhumi- 
| lity. Do you remember, Emily, how often we have desired to see 
| the ocean; will you not then be surprised when I tell you that 
|at first sight I was disappointed,—my expectations were not 
| fulfilled. This was partly owing, I believe, to the stilly state 
of the waters and the circumscribed horizon, which seems to reduce 
| it but toa vast basin. Since then I have seen it agitated and rest- 
| less, its waves rushing up the shore like hungry mouths, to swallow 
| Whatever it might reach; and I can well imagine its furious and 
| awful aspect in a storm. The contemplation of its immensity cer- 
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tainly awakens grand and sublime images, but not altogether plea- 


surable, even in the most serene and beautiful appearance: its 
tranquillity you feel to be deceptious and uncertain, you know it 
treacherous and remorseless. What beauty, talent, and virtue has 
it not engulphed; what kind hearts parted ; what tender ties dis- 
solved ; and then it gambols and sparkles over its victims like a 
huge frightful snake. Yet on this capricious element, after having 
abused it so heartily, I must embark, with the additional chance of 
being scalded to death, or blown piecemeal, for our vessel is con- 
ducted by steam. Men laugh at girls, and call them thoughtless 
beings ; but among those who trust themselves in these machines, 
how many have calculated the possible dangers of such conveyances ? 
not above three out of a hundred, I will wager: as for such a poor, 
secluded thing as myself, although certainly the use of steam, as 
applied to machinery, was explained to me by the Padré and my 
uncle, my wonder, not unmixed with a certain dread, was infinite, 
when standing at the end of the pier I saw a steam-vessel shoot by 


some such title, but on reference to our authorities we cannot dis- 
cover that any such dramatic performance was ever perpetrated by 
him orany other writer. Mimporte,—the affair after all is of no 
great moment, and if Mr Power has succeeded in adapting it to a 
shape more agreeable than it previously possessed, he has our free 
leave to bear all his ‘ blushing honours thick upon him.’ 

The plot may be summed up in a few words. Coradino (Mr 
Duruset), loves, and is beloved by Margaretta (Miss Cawse), for 
whom also Count Manfredi (Mr Diddear) entertains a hopeless 
passion. Urged by jealousy and hatred of his successful rival, he 
hires two bravos, Rufo and Carlo (Messrs Payne and Shegog) to 
despatch him after their usual summary mode. Whilst these 
| worthies are discussing the probable dangers of this exploit, they 
| perceive Paudeen O’ Rafferty (Mr Power), whose destitute condition 


| leads them to suppose that the offer of a purse will induce him to 





in full career—no sails—in appearance more the wreck of a fine ship | aid them in it. Though hungry and pennyless—for he has sailed in 
guided by some sea-god, who, with the help of howling monsters | mistake for the bay of Naples instead of the bay of Dublin, 


and tumbling tritons, swept it to land with the swiftness of eager 
thought.—I am summoned on board the vessel, but as the weather 
is fine, I shall continue to scribble and recount some of the won- 


drous perils which will doubtless occur in a voyage of three hours. | 


Adieu! by sea or by land, Your own 


MARGARET. 








SOCIETA ARMONICA. 





Tuis Society’s second concert for the present season took place 
last evening. The Jupiter Symphony which led the van, was played 
in a highly creditable style; the adagio in excellent time, and the 
finale, though perhaps a little hurried, yet the passages were all 
executed with neatness and precision. We heard Madame De 
Meric upon this occasion for the first time in a concert room, and 
confess that we are agreeably disappointed in her favour. She had 
the good sense to select the best class of music, and sang it delight- 
fully. The ‘ Fuggi Crudele’ from} the ‘ Don Giovanni’ which she 
sang with Mr Wilson, who by the way we suspect was nervous, for 
he appeared not even to know his part ; and the ‘ Dove Sono’ from 
‘Figaro,’ which she sang with perfect simplicity and expression. She 
was at times a little too loud and piercing for the space in which 
she was singing; and, (what we have never yet heard her) now 
and then too sharp. 

Messrs Forbes and Chatterton, on the piano-forte and harp, 
performed a concertante by Herz:—a jumble of dull tom-foolery, 


much too well played. It is irritating to think that six hours of 


practice should be spent upon such idea less stuff. 

Mr Monk Mason’s overture to ‘L’Esule di Roma’ concluded 
the first act ;—the composer conducted. His principal model— 
Mozart, is followed with a fidelity that scarcely leaves one room for 
a compliment: many passages in the first movement are old 
acquaintance, and the leading feature of the finale is younger brother 
to the Zauberflote. 

Beethoven’s fine and truly original overture to ‘ Egmont’ 
opened the second act: this was succeeded by the ‘ Dove Sono,’ 


already noticed ; when we left the room. Mr Spagnoletti was the | 


leader for the evening, and Mr Forbes the conductor. 





THE PLAY-GOER. 
Covent GARDEN. 
Born to Good Luck; or, an Irishman’s Fortune, produced here on 
Saturday night, had the ‘ good luck’ to succeed. The drama, as it 
is called,—we know not why furce it might not have been—is 
avowedly an adaptation from an opera, and, as we heard, by Power ; 
but from what forgotten one we are unable to trace, though we 
imagined at the time from one which we supposed to have been 


written by O’Keefe, called The Irishman at Naples,—or in Italy, or 


O’ Rafferty possesses too large a share of native humanity to engage 
in such an undertaking, and rejects with indignation the proffered 
terms, of which, to their no small dismay, his shillelah affords striking 
proofs, Whilst he is apostrophising a potato, or some such eatable, 
to appease the cravings of his appetite, he is joined by Count Malfi 
(Mr F. Matthews), who, to aid him in avenging a slight recently put 
upon him by the Countess Molinga (Mrs Tayleure), in refusing his 
hand, takes O’ Rafferty home with him, where they arrive very op- 
portunely just as the bravos set upon Coradino, who bravely defends 
himself, and aided by the stout arm of the Irishman, which again does 


infinite execution, the assassins are defeated. The Count’s design 


upon the Countess is now to be accomplished, for which purpose 
O’ Rafferty is arrayed in a costly court suit, and he is sent in a 
sedan to seek an interview and make love to her. Of this he makes 
but short and successful work, the Countess soon falling a willing 
victim to the irresistible charms of the Irishman. On his way back 
he overhears, ina conversation between Manfredi and Ru/v, a further 
plot for the murder of Coradino—he rushes upon Rufo, whom he 
disarms, and forces into the sedan, which he himself ludicrously 
enough assists in carrying to the house of Count Malfi, where a ball 
is about to be given, at which a priest is to unite himseif and the 


Countess, and at which also is the murderous design of Manfredé 





to be perpetrated. By the timely aid of soldiers placed in ambus- 
cade, and the bravery of O’Rafferty, the latter is prevented ; after 
which, to the delight of all, and not least of the Countess, when 
she discovers that he is of the race of Irish kings, their marriage is 
| consummated. 

| The interest of the piece, as may be supposed, rests almost 
wholly upon Paudeen O’ Rafferty, ofgwhich Power proved himself an 





} 


| efficient representative. His Irish jig was danced so successfully 
| as to call loudly for an encore, which he readily complied with : in 
| this he was modestly and very gracefully assisted by little Harriet 
Cawse, whose Nina was otherwise too unimportant to require 
notice, save and except a little ballad, which she sang with her 
accustomed sweetness. Her sister in Margaretta was, as usual, 
quite at home, having, which she seems most to delight in, finer 
clothes than any other of the party. F. Matthews was good in 
Count Malfi, and Mrs Tayleure was all that could be desired in 
the Countess Molinga. At its termination, Power gave out the 
piece for repetition, amidst loud applause. Being St Patrick’s 
day, an Irish performance seemed appropriate, and afforded satis- 
faction. 





CORRESPONDENCE TO-MORROW. 
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TATTLE. 


— Miss Fanny Kemble, we have heard, has 
recently purchased and ensigncy and presented 
it to her brother Charles. 

— According to the Journal du Havre, 
Signor Paganini, on his arrival at that port, 
remarked that he was happy to return to France 
in order to hear a /ittle music. His impression, 
from the performances he was present at in 
England, would not appear from this to be very 
favourable. 

— It is said that a certain Senator has ad- 
dressed a letter to a celebrated Duches, recom- 
mending the removal of a marble Venus from 
the window of her Grace’s mansion.— Morning 
Paper. [The fasticSous ‘ Senator’ alluded to, 
is supposed to be the pious originator of the 
forthcoming fast, S P—-.] 


— The Duke of Wellington and the Marquis 
of Londonderry are about to publish, with 
notes, a new edition of Rejected Addresses.— 
Figaro in London. 

— In one of the prayers composed for the 
General Fast Day, 2Ist inst., this passage 








Narvurat Arrinity.—An outside passenger | would she make that grow? She replied, the 
by one of the Manchester and London coaches, | rain would make that grow. Another said, it 
on Tuesday night, had his hat blown over a | was very sick and would soon die. One man 
bridge, and carried away by the stream. ‘ Is it | said, the sun is sick, but it will soon be well 





| of a resident there. 


occurs—‘ that keeping our bodies in temper- | 


ance, soberness, and chastity, this visitation 
may turn to our profit, and help us forward !— 
quere, were the Medical Bourd consulted ? 

— It is currently reported that Mr Kean, 
jun., and Clara Fisher, have been united in 
America, and are on their way home with the 
rewards of their professional toil. 





not very singular,’ said he to a gentleman who | 
was seated beside him, ‘that my hat should | 
have taken that direction ??—‘ Not at all,’ | 
replied the latter; ‘it is but natural thata 
beaver should take to the river.’ 


Queries.—What month is that in which | 
women talk the least ?—February—Who are | 
the most disinterestedly good ?—Those who 
are gvod fur nothing.—What Peer should play 
in Robert the Devil?—Lord Man-devil_—What 
nobleman wants an (r] in his name ?—Lord 
Blaney.—What two men are the personification 
of ‘slow and sure ?? — Messrs On-slow and 
Win-slow.—Why is the Member for York not 
a member ?—Because he Baynt’un.—Which of 
the physicians now writing about cholera would 
you employ against it?—Doctor Conguest.— 
Who is the most efficient practitioner of Burn’s 
Justice ?— Swing. 


New Zeatanp.—Extract from the journal 


again, for the moon is giving him physic, 


———— 


DAILY REPORT OF CHOLERA CASE 


Central Board of Health, 
Council Office, Whitehall, March 19, 1832. 


LONDON AND VICINITY, Marcu 17th and Ith, 














August 8.—A _ partial 
eclipse of the sun. My girls came running to 
me about nine o’clock in the morning, with the 
news that the sun was ill and going out. I 


requested H. K. to ask them what they would | § 


do when it was out. One of them said that | 
she would go to the fire, for she knew it would 
be very cold. He asked another what she 
would do for corn when it was gone—how | 
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THEATRICALS FOR THIS EVENING. 


Time at which the Performances Commence —At Drury-lane—Covent-Garden—Ulympic—City—7 o’ Clock.—Queen’s—Adelphi—New Strand Theatr 


Surrey—Sadler’s Wells—Half-past Siz —Coburg—Quarter past Six.—The doors are opened half an hour before the time 


ITALIAN OPERA. 


Sronrint’s Grand Opera Seria, entitled 


La Vestale. 
Comprising Two New Divertissements, arranged by 
M. Albert. 
Giulia, Madame de M- ric 
Grande Vestale, Madame Pattiste. 
Licinio, Sig. Winter. Cinna, Sig. Calveri. 
Grand Sacerdote, Signor Giubilei. 


First Divertissement. 
™ First Pas de Deux, Mile. Varin, and M. Finart. 





Pas de Coryphees, Mile Proche, Mlle Hullin, and | 


the Corps de Ballet. 
Second Pas de Devx, M.Bretin and Mlle Ancellin. 


Second Divertissement. 


First Pas de Trois, Mme Fourcisy, Mile Ancellin, | 


and M. Bretin. 


Pas de Guerriers Romains, M Martin, M. Michau, | 


and the Corps de Ballet. 

Second Pas de Trois, Mme Lecomte, 
and M. Albert. 

GRAND FINALE. 


M. Albeit, fils, 








ROYAL OLYMPIC. 


The Burletta of 
The Chaste Salute. 


Madame Thibaut, Miss Forde. 
Colonel Derville, Mr Horn. 


‘After which, Mr H Bayty's New Burletta, called 
My Eleventh Day. 
Mrs Long Singleton, Madame Vestris. 
Mr Long Singleton, Mr Liston. 
Frederick Nugent, Mr J. Vining. 


To which will be added, 
Gervase Skinner. 


Gervase Skinner, Mr Liston. 
Charles Meanwell, Mr J. Vining 
To conelude with the Burlesque Burletta, by Messrs 
Puancue and C, Dance, of 


Olympic Devils! 
Orpheus, Madame Vestris, 
Eurydice, Miss Forde, 
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DRURY LANE. 


A New Grand Romantic Opera, entitled 
Der Alchymist. 
Qlnez, Miss Pearson. Sibella, Mrs Wood, 
Fidalma, Mrs C. Jones. 
Felix de Vasquez, Mr E. Seguin, 
Don Raniero, Mr H. Phillips. 
Don Alonzo, Mr Wood. Pipkini, Mr Harley. 
Lopez, Mr Templeton. 
Alvar and Francisco, Mr Bedfordand Mr T. Cooke 
Gypsies, Mesdanfes C. Tompkins. B. Penley, Bed- 
ford, Mapleson, East, Jackson, Hughes, Neville, &c. 
The Dances arranged by Miss Barnett. 
Principal Dancers—Miss Baseke and Mr Gilbert, 
Assisted by the entire Corps de Ballet. 
To conclude with a Farce, entitled 


The Jenkinses. 








patre— Quarter before Seven.— 
of commencing. 


COVENT GARDEN. 


A New Tragedy, called 
Francis the First. 
[For Notice of this Tragedy, see Tater of 
March 16.] 

Louisa of Savoy, Miss F. Kemble. 
Margaret of Valois, Miss Taylor. 
Franzoise de Foix, Miss E. Tree. Florise, Miss Lee. 
Franeis the First, Mr J. Mason. 
Charles, Duke of Bourbon, Mr C. Kemble. 
Charles, Duke of Aleucon, Mr Diddear. 
Vendéme, Mr Evans, 

Chabaunes, Mr Everion. 

Bonivet, Mr Duruset. _Lautree, Mr Baker. 
Laval, MrG, Bennett. Gonzales, Mr Warde. 
Clement Marét, Mr Abbott. 

Triboulet, Mr Keeley. Marlou, Mr Payne. 








Mrs John Jenkins, Mrs Orver. 
Miss Georgiana Jenkins, Miss Chapiln. 
Martha, Mrs Broad. 
Mr Carraway, Mr Farren, 
AugustusGingham, Mr Brindal. 
Mr John Jenkins, Mr Cooper. 
To-morrow, No Performance, 
Thursday, The Rent Day; Stanfield’s Grand Dio- 
rama; and Charles the X[Ith. 
Friday, A Grand Selection of Antient and Modern | 
Music, 








SURREY. 
A new Drama, entitled 
The Blight of Ambition. 
Euphemia Harrington, Mrs W. West, 
Bedford. Mr Osbaldiston. 
Eugene Dubois—The Unknown, Mr Cobham. 
Alfred Harrington, Mr Williams. 
Washington Whitehat, Esq. Mr Vale. 
After which, an Historical Drama, entitled 
Frederick the Great. 
Frederick, Mr Cobham. 
Theodore, Miss Vincent. Augustus, MissSomerville. 
To conclnde with a Burletta, founded on N. Rowe’ 


Jane Shore. 
Jane Shore, Mrs W. West. Alicia, Miss Scott. 
Lord Hastings, Mr Elton. Dumont, Mr Cobham. 





s 








Publi 


are to addrussed) ; 


e 
be 


Theatrical Ageut, tv Broad court, Loug Acre ; 


After which, Mozart's Opera of 
The Marriage of Figaro. 
Countess Almaviva, Miss Inverarity. 
Susanna, Miss Shirreff, Cherubino, Miss Taylor. 
Count Almaviva, Mr Wrench. 
Fiorello, Mr Duruset. Figaro, Mr G. Penson. 
Antonio, Mr Bartley. —_ Basil, Mr Morley. 





| To-morrow, No Performance. 


Thorsday, Franeis the First; and Born to 
Luck. 


] — 
Friday, No Performance, 





ADELPHI. 


Mr Bucxstone's Domestic Drama, entitled 
The Forgery. 
After which, 
The Bold Dragoons. 
To conclude with 


Billy Taylor. 


‘NEW STRAND THEATRE. 


The Grand Military Drama, entitled 

The French Spy. 
Mathilde de Gramont, Pierre . 
Graziot, Omir, and Almond ¢ Mille Celeste 


WITH OTHER ENTERTAINMENTS. 
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at Beres’ library, Old Bond street; by 


Harris, Bow street ; 





shed by R. feton, at the T:tler Office, 26 Brydges Street, Covent Garden; (to whom all books, and communications for the Editor 
sold by Onwuys, 4 Catherine street, Strand : F 


vender, Birchin lane; CLARKE, 21 finch lane, Cornhill; StRanGe, Paternoster row; WatTLinG, 409 Strand; 
Towtinson, Library, Great Newport street; 
D. Hitron, 8 Penton street, Pentonville ; and by all Booksellers and Newsmen. 


CuapresL; Witsen, Royal Exchange; THowas, News 
BucKNALL, 2 Kingstreet, Coveot Garden; Tua nou, 
i. Vineanar, 74 Drury lave, Corner of Russell court; 


ADVERTISEMENTS received at the Ofice, 26 Brydges street ; and by Messrs C. and W. REYNELL, at the Printing Office, 45 Broad street, Golden square. 





